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7h (-Tragedy 

But I dKHaind it, and did fcorne td-fliey • ; ; ..r 

Three fifties to day', my footccloth horfe did ftuitibfe* 

And dartled wheh he lookt vpori the tower, 

As loaf h to bcare me to the flaughterhoufe. 

Oh, no w I want the Pried that (pake to me, 

1 iiow repent I tolde the Purfiuanf, ’ nif - *. 

As ewere triumphing at hiine enertiiesj 

How they atPomfret bleudily were butcherd* 

And I my felfefecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret Margaret: now thylheauy curd, 

Is lighted on ppore HaftingsAvrctched head, . 

Cat. Difpatch my Lb: theDukc woulidbeatdinneit 
Mike a Ihoi t Ihrift, lie longs to Ice your head- 
Raft. O momentary (bate ofworldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace ofheauen: 

Who build es his hopes™ aire of your fairc Iook.es, 

• £.iucs like a drunken fayler on a malt, 

Heady with euery libd to tumbledownc 
Into the fatall ‘bowels of the deepe/ 

Come leade me to the blockc, beare him my Heidi 
They fmile at me that Ihortly dial be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofG locefler and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come Cdfen, canft thou quake and change thyco- 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, (lour? 

And then beginre againe, and flop againe^ J “ ' 

As ifthou wert didraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tut feare not me; : ; u niildw ,v 

I can counterfaitthedeepe Tragedian! ; -? r ' \ 

Speakc,and looke backe,andprie on cuery fide: 
Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly lookes 
Are atmyfeiuicclikeirifbrced fmilci. 

And both are ready in their offices 7 ' • ' : ; 1 , 

To grace my ftratagems, Enter Mrf/er,' 

do. Here conies the Maibr. • 

Let me alone to entei taine Him. Lo: Maior, 
Looke to the drawbridgethere. 

The rcafon wehauelentforyou. 

Catesby ouerlooke the wa! », ; “ 
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tf Richard tbt third. ■- - 

tutk. Harkeilhearea drumme. 

clo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocence defend vs. Enter Catetiy 
Glo. 0,0, be quiet, it is Catesby. whhHaJl.head , 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The daungcrous and vnfufpeifed Hidings. 

Glo. Sodeare I lou’d the man, that I iliuft weepes 
I tookc him for the plained: harmelefic man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a chri ftian, 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foulc recorded. 

The hi dory of all her fecret thoughts: 

So finoothe he daubd his vice with drew of vertue, 

That his apparant open guilt omi tted: 

1 meanc his conucrfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpe<d. 

W c d well, he was the couertdllseltred traitor 
That cucr liu’d, would you liauc imagined. 

Or almod beleeue, wert not by great preferuation 
We hue to tell it you? Tlie fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfe. 

To murdbr me, and my good Lord of Gloceder. 

Mater. What, had he fo? 

Glo. Wkatchinkc you we are Turkes or Infidels, 
Orthat we would againd the forme oflavve, 

Proceede thus raflily to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perifl of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our perfonsfifety 
Infold vs to this execution. 

Ma. Now fa ire befall you, he deferaed his death, 

And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded 
To warne falfctraitours from the like attempts: 

I ncuer lookt for better at bis hands, 

After he once fell in with Midrefle Shore. 

but. Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 

Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Whichnow the longing hade of thefe our friends, 
Somewhat againd our meaning haue preuented, 
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